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APSLEY CHERRY-GARRARD
Winter in the Antarctic

THE view from eight hundred feet up the mountain
was magnificent and I got my spectacles out and
cleared the ice away time after time to look. To
the east a great field of pressure ridges below,
looking in the moonlight as if giants had been
ploughing with ploughs which made furrows fifty
or sixty feet deep: these ran right up to the
Barrier edge, and beyond was the frozen Ross Sea,
lying flat, white and peaceful as though such
things as blizzards were unknown. To the north
and north-east the Knoll. Behind us Mount
Terror on which we stood, and over all the grey
limitless Barrier seemed to cast a spell of cold
immensity, vague, ponderous, a breeding-place of
wind and drift and darkness. God! What a
place !

There was now little moonlight or daylight,
but for the next forty-eight hours we used both
to their utmost, being up at all times by day and
night, and often working on when there was great
difficulty in seeing anything; digging by the light
of the hurricane lamp. By the end of two days
we had the walls built, and banked up to one or
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